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and firing our pistols. Two or three runaway soldiers met
us. ' Carraho ! Scoundrels turn back ! ' we cried. In a
few minutes we were in sight of combat. It was a most
unequal one, and nearly finished. A robber had hold of
the arm of the great lady of Madrid, who was dismounted,
and seated on a bank. Her husband was leaning 011 his
sword, and evidently agreeing to a capitulation. The ser-
vant seemed still disposed to fight. Two or three wounded
men were lying on the field, soldiers, and mules, and mule-
teers, running about in all directions.

Tita, who was an admirable shot, fired the moment he was
in reach, and brought down his man. I ran up to the lady,
but not in time to despatch her assailant, who fled. The
robbers, surprised, disorderly, and plundering, made no
fight, and we permitted them to retreat with some severe
loss.

In the midst of exclamations and confusion, Lausanne
produced order. The infantry rallied, the mules re-assem-
bled, the baggage was again arranged. The travellers were
the Marquis and Marchioness of Santiago, who were about
to .pay a visit to their relative, the Governor of Malaga. I
remained with them until we reached Granada, when the
most dangerous portion of this journey was completed, and
I parted from these charming persons with a promise to
visit them on my arrival at their ptace of destination.

CHAPTER  IV.

THERE is not a more beautiful and solemn temple in the
woiM than the great Cathedral of Seville. When you enter
from the glare of a Spanish sky, so deep is the staining of
the glass, and so small and few the windows, that, for a
moment, you feel in darkness. Gradually, the vast design